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enough to have shocked even a worshipper of that beast-god
with a human torso impaled upon its tail that he had himself
recently seen in the Dorchester Museum,
"Sir!" he cried out—for it was still impossible for him to
utter the syllables "father"—"wait a second, will you?"
His guide swung round and awaited him with a friendly
smile. "Let's sit down for a bit," said Dud. "I don't want to
make the circle too quickly."
The pair of tall men lowered themselves to the ground,
their lean buttocks resting on the warm fragrant grass that the
sun had already dried.
"When I asked you just now/' began our friend, "about the
name 'Uryen,' you told me you and mother had thought of it
as my name, but you didn't tell me what made you choose it
as your own. Won't you tell me that now?"
The man looked at him closely for a moment. Then he
looked at the butterflies on the bank opposite, and then he
glanced up and down the green trench.
"If you're ready to listen without interrupting me for a
bit, I'll tell you the whole thing."
Dud edged himself back a little so that he shouldn't em-
barrass the speaker by keeping his eyes on him. All he could
now see of the man' face was the cun'e of his left cheek, the
wrinkles at the side of his mouth, and the curious mosslike
hair that above his ear was unmistakably grizzled.
"Cornie and I," and it gave our friend a most curious shock
to hear his mother called Cornie, for only once or twice in his
life had he heard Elijah even so much as call her Cornelia,
"were cousins. We were both precocious and we were insepa-
rable. You must understand, lad, that in Wales class-dis-
tinctions, while more tenacious in blood, are less dependent
on money. Cornie and I were both orphans, brought up by an
aunt at the lodge of the park-gates of the very place where in
old times our ancestors had lived.
"When this woman died your mother was sent away to some
distant relatives in Shaftesbury. Me these people didn't want,
or couldn't have; so I was boarded out by the parish guardians,
first in one place then in another. As I say, I was a precocious
child and no doubt a difficult one. I don't think I grew unkindly
treated, but I missed Cornie so much that I grew more and
more secretive and unhappy. The end of it was, when I was

